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slimmer, like this, when I am walking, perhaps, alone
in a solitary wood, or in a meadow beside a quiet
stream ; and suddenly all my work is undone, and I
am overwhelmed by a direct apprehension, or what
seems at least for the moment to be such, that
everything I hear and see and touch is mere
illusion after all, and behind it lies the true Reality,
if only I could find the way to seize it It is due, I
suppose, to some native and ineradicable strain of
mysticism ; or perhaps, as I sometimes think, to the
memory of a strange experience which I once under-
went and have never been able to forget"

"What was that?"

" It will not be very easy, I fear, to describe, but
perhaps it may be worth while to make the attempt,
for it bears, more or less, on the subject of our con-
versation. Once then, you must know, and once
only, a good many years ago now, I was put i^der
the influence of anaesthetics; and during the time I
was unconscious, or rather, conscious in a new way,
I had a very curious dream, if dream it were, which
has never ceased to affect my thoughts and my life.
It was as follows :

"As soon as I lost consciousness of the world
without, my soul, I thought, which seemed at first
to be diffused throughout my body, began to draw
itself upward, beginning at the feet It passed
through the veins of the legs and belly to the heart,
which was beating like a thousand drums, and
thence by the aorta and the carotids to the brain,
whence it emerged by the fissures of the skull into
the outer air. No sooner was it free (though still
attached, as I felt with some uneasiness, by a thin